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	1. The Alliance

**Battle for Spirit Forest; a LARP adventure**

**AKA, a quirky story that has nothing to do with anything**

I have no life outside my wild fantasies

Enjoy a random story when the TF2 pack meets a band of hardcore *LARPers in the forest they are defending. LARPing is an activity I've been devoted too lately, mostly because my girlfriend makes me. While standing in front a simple box in the middle of the pathway, wondering how we should pass it, this developed in the back of my mind.

***L**ive **A**ction **R**ole**P**lay

Please note, I had no idea what I was thinking when I decided to type this idea down... Imaginations run wild when watching Red Dwarf and How to Train your Dragon while slightly intoxicated...

* * *

><p>Malachi the Vision Elf stood awkwardly behind the Tree of Misgivings, silently waiting for the Alliance of Souls to come by. He tugged down his black tunic with one hand while moving his canvas bag out of view with his other. It was muddy beyond the gravel path, water seeping through his sneakers and onto his prescribed insoles. He balanced on a low Oak branch, hoping it would support his weight. The rain had stopped at the moment, causing a fine cool mist blew into his body, making him shudder and rub his cold hands under his thin white cape. His eyes settled on a raven nest as he sighed and took out an arm to quickly glance at his watch. It took an hour to convince the group leader Garrett to let him wear it during the game. Garrett wanted it to be authentic as possible; he had to convince him he was a Vision elf from the future to let him wear it. How else would he know when his mother was coming to pick him up? Garrett is a damn prat anyway, so he would have worn it anyway without permission. He smiled and waved at a young couple walking by. They raised their eyebrows at him suspiciously and pretended there wasn't a man dressed all in purple, wearing a white glitter wig hiding behind a tree. Malachi sighed and looked at his watch yet again. Where was everyone? He didn't make the tower of Wolves that hard! He blamed Garrett; he was always giving Henry a hard time about the rules and plot holes...<p>

He heard the familiar shouts of an all too familiar barbarian. Malachi quickly adjusted his white wig and took out his appropriate equipment. He hesitantly peeked from his hiding spot so he can observe the group; they were inspecting the artefact he left in the middle of the path for them. The group was inter-racial, 4 humans; 2 warriors, a barbarian and a mage, 2 Elves and a single goblin. The 7 stayed in a huddle staring at a hand-sized rainbow painted rock.

"Stop! Everyone, look at this treasure!" announced the team leader Garrett.

He was adorned in beautiful red steel armour with a magnificent red cape fastened with a silver medallion of his family symbol. He held up the large, colourful rock proudly.

"You fool! Don't touch it! Who knows what it does!" Hissed Medusa, her black and purple dreads dangled in front of her face as she brushed them aside and held out her staff.

She swished her long black robes as she waved her long elegant staff out. "Drop it." She warned

Ragnarok, the giant barbarian covered in mismatched furs intervened, "ROCK BAD."

Garrett obeyed, allowing the object to fall to his feet. He stepped out of the way to allow Medusa to shut her eyes and to swing her arms and her staff.

"I call for the shadows of the majestic goddess Cliodna to swoop upon this...rock, and prevent any evil or harm to flow from its dangerous officials!"

She waited for Henry, a short blond, fat fellow wearing a white sweatshirt with the words REF on it to waddle forward. He read from a sheet;

"The rock does nothing"

Medusa dropped her arms, "I suppose it is save to touch."

Garrett swooped down to hold it out again, "This rock is our reward for our dangerous trek across Karora Swamp!"

Henry read from his sheet again, "The rock hovers and burns your hands minis 5"

Garrett gave a shout of pain, dropping the rock yet again, "AHHH! Witch! You put a curse on it!"

Medusa looked offended, "I did not!"

Ivy, a young elf-woman dressed in green and brown with plastic leaves on her green wig poked the rock and glanced at the human noble.

"She didn't Gare; in fact she set a spell to prevent injury. See, I'm fine." Holding her open hand out.

"Stay out this Elf, the witch put a fire spell on this treasure."

"TREASURE BAD"

"Yes we know Ranarock, how do you know Medusa set the spell?" asked Ruby, the leather-armoured woman with a large, ugly beaded necklace with a stuffed owl leaned upon her giant sword.

"It is because I touched it before and it didn't burn me! But after she put her terrible eye on it, it burned me! It was HER doing!"

"Come off it, Henry was in the back, he didn't see ya hold it." Dreadshade said as twisted the dark green foam on his ears and adjusted his long nose he made. He, like Ivy wore all green, just he was a goblin and not of the forest people.

"_Adam, stay in character! Henry isn't here!_ HARK YOU VAGRENT! I challenge you to a duel Witch! Whoever wins gets the rock- I mean treasure!"

Medusa scoffed, "Ha, I'm a level 59 mage. I'm already proficient in all elemental magic AND hand-to hand combat. Besides, who says THAT is the treasure we seek?"

"I do! We came this far already, it must be the treasure."

Malachi decided this was far into the plot and leaped from his tree branch and onto the pathway. He swept his arms up high and laughed 'Aohohoh' until he was noticed.

"Aha! It is I!"

Fis-Hu the Air Elf held up his palm. He was elegantly dressed in his best; a sea-blue bath-robe, a blue wig with blue tribal tattoos decorated his silver face. He looked doubtfully at Malachi.

"Who is this new elf? We have never glazed upon your face. Tell us, who graces us with your rank?"

"I am Malachi Grimchanter, the last of the Vision Elves, the prophet of the islands of Illusions and the Head of the Harmony Caste!"

"Harmony Caste? What business do you ask of us Elf?" demanded Garrett, clutching his sword.

"ELF BAD" roared Ranarok, his faux fur waving about.

"Shush Ranarock, we do not know how him." Whispered Fis-hu

"True, but he may be benevolent." Medusa glared.

"Malevolent. Think Disney to help you remember." Corrected Ruby.

Being weaker characters, Ivy and Dreadshade took several steps away to avoid any injury, causing Garrett to grin.

"That's right; allow me and Ruby deal with this Elf! State your business or be off with you Vision Elf!"

Malachi took out his wand, a simple stick covered in a layer of bright yellow cloth.

"I seek with my gold wand of seekiness, the prophet of the Mystic Forest!"

"Ha! Don't try to trick us Elf! There is no prophet here among us!"

"Aha, I beg to differ! Which one of you calls himself Fis-Hu?"

The tall, calm man dressed in the blue wig stepped forwarded, "I am"

The group gasped

Medusa punched the thin man in the shoulder blade, "You never told us you were a prophet!"

Fis-Hu shuddered, "A past long forgotten. I rather stay loyal to my band mates then play lackey to a cultist federation of traitors."

"But you are! And because of your oath, you must continue your duties at the Waterfall palace in Galaticmere."

"He said no fiend!"

"FUSHUU FRIEND" shouted Ragnarock, waving his mighty battle axe around in defence. Fis-hu took out his own wand.

"I'll never go with you! I'm staying with my friends."

"You heard him Elf. Leave now or meet your fate with death!"

Malachi Laughed, "No one can stop me! I'm unstoppable!"

"A golden aura surrounds Malachi, defending him from any spells." Henry read loudly over the Barbarian's angry yells.

"Ah, come on! What do I do then?" whined Medusa, stomping her foot.

"Let the others deal with it." Laughed Dreadshade as he removed his knife from its stealth.

The other followed, removing their own weapons.

"AUUUUUHHHTAAACKKK!" shouted a voice from the bushes.

Everyone paused to watch as 4 figures leaped out from the bushes of un-forgiveness bearing weapons. Soldier, Medic, Heavy and Scout, covered in mud from their feet to their knees, adjusted their large weapons of choice.

"Surrender now maggots and you'll not be harmed!"

The Alliance of Souls stood and gawked in surprise.

"What do you know? Cosplayers are now invading our area. The convention center is 5 blocks that way you nuances. Git outta here!" Medusa yelled, her thump pointing over her shoulder.

"Don tell us what to do lady! We're not goin' anywhere"

"Cosplayers? Who're they?" asked Ivy

"Losers. They go around at conventions pretending to be characters from different media. In this case, a video game called Team Fortress 2. It's pretty sad really." Dreadshade answered, scratching under his false noise, smudging the green paint he painted on his face.

"We're having an epic adventure here! Go away." Medusa threatened.

Garrett posed dramatically.

"You heard her! Get out before we remove the foam from our weapons!"

The RED team members appeared out of sorts with their current surroundings. They looked remarkably like the characters from the video game, all to the scratches on the Soldiers helmet. But of course, they couldn't be the real thing; such ridiculous notions can't function in our own world.

"Seriously? Buddy, I'm afraid you'er a little unequipped for this battle."

Garrett was not used to being threatened.

"My sword is finest metal welded by the great hero, King Ronin the third!"

"Who? What have you been smoking son?"

Rustling from the prickly thorn patch of Dragons took the alliance by surprise yet again, as the remainder of the RED team dragged themselves outs. With leaves and branches stuck on their bodies and mud covering their legs they stumbled from their vantage point and tried to compose themselves.

"Sorry we're late, Demoman had the map upside down."

"I did all I cud." Muttered the Demoman, bowing his head ashamed of his failure to read maps.

Ragnarock stood in front of his team.

"RED TEEM BAD!"

"Is that man mental defective?"

Ragnarock look offended, his axe fell with his arms,

"Excuse me? I'm a barbarian! Don't you see?" he said defensibly, waving his axe

"STAY IN BLOODY CHARACTER? Is it that bloody hard to say 10 words?" spat Garrett.

"My throat hurts." Muttered the barbarian.

Henry fumbled with various papers and stuttered,

"I- I don't see any of you signed up for today's battle"

"Of course not fatty"

"We donne havta sign up. Wer gettin' paid."

Garrett held up two fingers and whispered to Malachi, "John, is this part of the plot?"

"You're out of character."

"My bloody fingers are up! See? Now, are they part of the game or not?"

"They aren't. You were all supposed to battle me and take my experience. These guys just popped out of nowhere."

"Huh...let's play along for now... might be fun." Garrett muttered, putting his fingers down.

"Madame; Je chercherai des ordures pour toi et je commencerai dedans mes pantaloons." Spy whispered suggestively.

Ivy giggled madly, "Oh you."

"Your weapons! They're so real looking! Where did you get 'em?" asked Ruby admiring Scout's Force-of-nature.

"Mann co. Um... that's nice Jewry you have on."

"I'm cursed. If I take it off I die."

"Zhat's... zhat's morbid..."

While Dreadshade and Fis-hu were quickly re-applying their makeup, Ragnarock chatted pleasantly with the Engineer.

"You see, whenever I have trouble with Spies, I build a teleporter behind my position, and so if they try to backstab me, they find themselves teleported right in front of my sentry."

"But then he'll just target your teleporters- hold it! You say don't work for BLU, how do you know how'y ta build my patented death structures?"

Garrett interrupted.

"Tell us brave warriors! What brings you to the vast Forests of the King of Spirits?"

"Vat?"

"State your business if it's for good intentions! Are you friend or foe?"

"Speak American."

"What rubbish is this?"

"For heaven's sake."

Ivy stepped forward and spoke as she counted on her fingers,

"What do you want? Why are you here? Are you here to play with us? There... was so hard to just say like that?" her annoyed attention fell on the disgruntled Noble.

Garret put up his two fingers up, "I have an elegant language code at level 8! I'm going to use it!"

Sniper nudged Heavy in his side, "Who are these wackos?"

"These aren't BLU team."

"I told you Zoldier, zey're just playing made-belief in za forest."

"Maybe you should have told us before we attacked then!"

"I did! Zeven times!"

Garrett felt out of his ledge. It was like he was talking to a bunch of people who never LARPed before. They are Cosplayers! Why aren't they playing along?

"My god... this is nonsense." Muttered Dreadshade, taking out a 'mana potion'.

Soldier's Rocket launcher was removed from his shoulder,

"Well then, if you're not BLU, who are you."

Garrett stood up straight.

"I am Garrett Von Albion, the heir to the throne of all the kingdom of-"

"Hrugh. Sorry for interrupting Mr. Fancypants, but this is WAR here! Not made-up stories through the wild west."

"It's not made up! It's adventure! And we're in a war too! The evil savage King and Queen of Ruleland have waged war upon our peaceful lands!"

"That sounds lame, we have an evil corporation and you got a royal ass and some broid?"

"Yeah, we got it much worse."

"Henry, what's the deal with these people?" whispered Ruby to the much shorter Henry who resembled a frightened walrus.

"I told you, they aren't signed up! I don't know who they are! There isn't a convention this month!"

Soldier gave a firm poke upon Henry's soft chest.

"You can't scare us wuss! We'll defend this central control point until our daring breath! Won't we men!"

The RED team cheered waving their class specific equipment about. Henry scurried away to catch his breath behind Dreadshade.

Fis-Hu looked around and raised an eyebrow, "What control point?"

Soldier amused smile fell back into anger.

"You think this is a joke? This is serious young lady! While you're sleeping soundly, we're defending useless points in the middle of nowhere!"

"I'm a man."

"You're wearing a wig. And that's another thing! Why are there so many women in your troop? Battle is no place for a lady."

Ivy and Ruby giggled in response to being called ladies, Medusa however grew more impatient

"When evil stretches across our world, everyone's lives become part of the battle."

"Heh, yer right miss. But uh-why are you wearing an octopus on yer head?" asked Engineer politely.

"An octopus? It's my hair! I'm a 56th level Shaman Amazon Mage! It proclaims my rank in my society."

"It looks like a sea fish lass."

The RED team laughed callously as Medusa's anger increased.

"All of you piss off, I want to enjoy my goddamn grand escapade today and not be pushed around by a bunch of losers who-"

"Elizabeth, please calm down."

Medusa grabbed a fist full of dreads and swung her body meanly towards Ruby.

"I spent 2 of my pay checks on my hair! It's custom! And they mocked it!"

"You spent all that money on that? Sorry ma'am, but I think you've been had." Chuckled Engineer as he leaned causally against his shotgun.

"Well, look at you! You and you're custom made costumes look exactly like in the game. Where did you get them made? How much did that cost you?"

"They gave them to us."

Medusa had no response.

Henry was pale; he looked like he was going to have a heart attack. His sweat mixed with the rain that was lightly falling upon his greasy head. He gulped for air as he tugged on the much taller Garrett's arm and hissed fearfully.

"I think we should do what they say, those guns look real. And I don't like the way that big guy is staring at me."

"Nay fellow advisory, they are no match for us! Good always prevails over evil!

"RED TEEM SMASH"

The RED team responded by positioning their own weapons. Heavy Weapons guy for one took a mighty step forward, his minigun spinning right in front of Henry who used his clipboard as a shield, waddled to hide behind the goblin.

Malachi leaped in the middle of the two groups and held out his hands

"Okay, everyone calm down. I'm sure we can all get along here. Red team, how about you take the south side of the park, and we'll move down towards the parking lot."

"No deal fairy."

"Elf."

"Eh?"

"I'm a Vision Elf."

"Oh... well, we don't make deals with drag queens."

"Alright, fine, have your damn point. Have the whole forest. We'll just go and carpool to the pub." Malachi said giving up.

"Hell with that, I'm not going." Dreadshade said crossing his arms in anger.

"Same. We're not done our mission."

"What type of alliance would we be if we run away from every danger? What would Ivys adopt parents of Lobster cats say if they saw her flee from all peril?"

"Shut it you fraud. It's rainy, my makeup is runny and I'm cold." Fis-hu hissed, crossing his arms.

"And I could go for a pint and a burger." Ragnarok stated, smiling broadly, placing his foam axe against a tree.

"HALT! None of you are going anywhere! We came here to defend a point, and that's what we will do! Whether you want to fight or not."

"Da."

"Righteous"

"Yeah"

"Oui."

"I just never held a map before..."

"This is a public forest you dolts! There. IS. NO. BASE. HERE."

An idea crossed Malachi's mind, a dangerous, delicious, wonderful idea that may get them either killed, or fined for property damage, but it was worth trying.

"Everyone, take 5, I'll deal with these cosplayers."

"What did you call us?"

"Sorry, the red team. Go one, I'll deal with em'."

He shooed the disgruntled LARPers towards the Tree of Misgivings and returned to the RED team, who lingered on dropping their weapons.

"I have a composition."

"Like we said, we're not going anywhere without a battle."

"Very well red team-"

"That's RED to you wuss."

"You'll have your battle. But, it will be under our terms."

Everyone stared blankly.

"What sorta terms?"

"Easy, take about 10 minutes, make a quick character, take some of our spare weapons and garb and battle us for Spirit Forest. No real killing, just tapping. Last team standing gets the area."

"Wot? You expect us to go about waving fake weapons, shoutin' on top of our lungs like a buncha kids?"

"That sounds fun! Count us in!"

"Fantastic, take the manual and make a quick character."

"Hold on, we didn't agree to this!" Engineer stammered, accepting a bundle of clothes. Malachi quickly grabbed the prop cart and wheeled it to their general direction.

"It won't take long. With your experience with battles, I'm sure you can manage."

Malachai quickly dumped the manual on top the pile of clothes he gave Engineer and retreated to the front of the pack, out of the way of the befuddled RED team members.

Engineer tried to respond, but Soldier put a hand on his shoulder.

"Go along with it Engie, faster we get rid of these medieval hippies, faster we can get out of this forest."

"You of all people, I thought you'd be damn opposed."

"I would... but I always wanted an excuse to wear this hat." Soldier took out the Tyrants Helm.

Malachi clapped his hands together, "Fantastic, get ready, I'll be over here. Tell me when you're ready to battle."

He strolled towards his group, who were chewing on homemade chewy bars brought by Dreadshade.

"Well, we leaving or staying?" asked Ruby, crumbs stuck to her chapped lips.

"No, we're finishing the game. We're going to battle re- RED for the forest. We need to strategize."

Henry looked like he was going to cry.

"Is- is anyone listening to me? We have boffer sticks covered in foam. THEY HAVE REAL WEAPONS!"

"Calm down Henry, they're just clever fakes. But they still are too hard to use in combat and they don't exist in this time frame."

"I dunno." Fis-hu sighed, "I really want a hummus plate now."

"We'll go to the pub after the match."

Garrett waved his Sword of Great Bearings and posed.

"Ship out everyone! We will show these strangers of the Darkness who really owns this forest!"

Meanwhile, a few meters away, Spy was miserable. He blew a puff of sweet smelling smoke and rubbed his temples with his free hand.

"I cannot believe this. I must be in coma, or in a sick version of my personal hell."

Medic agreed, "Ya, zis is unacceptable."

"Is not so bad Doktor. You can be happy Elf!"

"I vill not degrade myself in zhis manner!"

Nonetheless, the rest of the team didn't seem to mind, most were skimming through the garb bin grabbing clothes they thought looked pleasing and shoving each other for weapons. Scout was going through the manual left on the ground for people to look through.

"I wanna be a badass wizard who wants to take over the world!"

He flipped through the book, his face fell,

"Ugh, I havta SAY the spells? That's not like in comic books at all... Hello, a thief? Heh, 'hand-to-hand combat sufficient at level 2' Damn, I'm going thief."

That got the Spy's attention.

"Zat is more acceptable for my class non?" Spy responded, swiftly grabbing the black hood from the Scouts hands when he plucked it from on top of the garb bin.

"So? There can be two thieves. I call the starry cape!"

Scout budged in front of the Pyro to dive back into the garb bin and ripping out something purple.

"Magic runs in me families blood, I'll go mage." Demoman told Sniper, putting a big white robe on.

Sniper took out a bow and arrow set, "This will do nicely. I'm thinking going noble...a human noble"

Engineer, who was wearing 3 different types of robes one on top of the other, stared into the booklet,

"Sorry Sniper, Nobles can't have the bow, only swords and shields."

"Piss..."

"How don't you go as an Elf? You'll get to use magic spells too."

Heavy, who was admiring an ornate club, gave a hearty laugh, "Little man is afraid to use tiny sword?"

Sniper's face turned into a scowl, "Not true, I'm damn handy with a blade. Ya can't kill people with a sword from up high though."

Sniper looked towards the bow and made a hasty decision, "Fine I'll go Elf."

"What aboot you Engineer?" asked Demoman

"Me? I'm not sure... none of these races and classes seem to fit my description."

Scout laughed out loud, "Yer the shortest, go Dwarf!"

"That's just plain insulting."

"Nah, it's true, you'll be a grand dwarf!"

Engineer scanned in the booklet, "Hmm... well... says here I have Craft Arms, Armour and Devices already at Rank 3."

"Huh?"

"That means I'm a good builder. Alright, I'll be a Dwarf... says I need a beard..."

Engineer rummaged through the large bin, removing what looked like a fur scarf. He placed it with care around his neck.

"It looks like you wrapped a weasel around yer face."

"It's good enough." Engineer snapped

"Dokter, what fairly tale creature will you be?"

Medic who refused to remove his medigun pack was pouting while leaning against a tree.

"I'm not joining. Zis is zstipid."

"Medic, you will join us in this bonding activity or I will send a letter to the administrator myself on your lack of social interaction with the rest of the team. Now put on that chainmail and shut up."

Soldier shoved the chainmail shirt onto Medic's chest and walked off to pick a weapon. Medic observed the chainmail as Heavy's laugh rang in his ears.

"Come vith me doctor, you'll be little warrior."

"I zupsose."

Medic sighed as he hesitantly took off his medipack and pulled the chainmail down on top of his medic coat, feeling utterly broken. He raised an eyebrow at the Heavy Weapons guy, who was smearing grey paint on his face and arms.

"Vhat are you doing 'Eavy?"

"I am Giant! Giants are grey like stone."

Medic stared puzzle at his giant friend, sighed and placed a feathered green hat on his head.

Scout waved towards Demoman who was constructing a staff from a long branch.

"Hey Demoman! Pyro is gunna be a mage too okay!"

Demoman laughed, clapping his hand on the suited Pyro's shoulder.

"Aye, I wouldn't want any other to stand beside me!"

Pyro had fastened a flowing black cape around his shoulders and placed a floppy blue witch hat on. He mumbled through his filter and gave Demoman the thumbs up

"Hey Sniper, they're weird things on yer ears." Stated Scout, who was putting on a skull necklace on among a loose purple robe with a short starry cape.

Sniper, who replaced his normal brown vest with a green one, touched his ears gingerly.

"They're me ears mate. I'm an elf."

"That's so you. Maybe you'd want to pick a race that doesn't hide up a tree all day." Scout chuckled, waving a small sword.

Sniper smiled smugly, "Laugh all you want, I get to use magic."

"What! Not fair! I want to use magic too! Hand me a pair!"

Soldier put on a thick cardboard armour plate with a red cape and observed his crew.

"Everyone ready? MEDIC! What is that on your head!"

Medic's sullen face didn't change, he flipped the tip of his robin hood hat with a gloved finger.

"It iz classey."

Soldier snatched the fathered cap and dropped it on the much taller Snipers head.

"There, better. Now we ready?"

Taking a step back to observe his team like a sergeant would, he paced slightly to get the fighting mood to rise. Everyone looked disarrayed and lumpy, in mis-matched clothing tugged over their uniforms, holding their foam-covered weapons. Sniper was scratching the space that separated his fake ears from his real ones. They looked befuddled, awkward, out of place and unsure of themselves.

Soldier nodding in approval turned around to face the LARPers.

"You pansies ready over there?" He shouted towards the group of costumed individuals who were still huddled under their tree.

The Alliance glanced up and gasped in surprise and wonder.

The rain started up again. Malachi tossed his wand of seekiness behind him and replaced it with his ultimate weapon; the Sceptre of Sorrow. Rain collected into droplets upon the synthetic strands of coloured wigs and outfits. The Alliance stood up slowly, still shocked in the presence of their now dressed adversaries and stood gallantly side by side.

The groups stared at one another. Their confusion and uneasiness transformed into determination and fortitude. Their feelings of insecurity dissipated as they remembered the art of war and battle; they felt like they were battling for the first time. The RED team grinned madly, with the rain pouring down the sides of their faces.

Henry clutched Malachi's arm tightly and whispered in a low, fearful tone,

"Malachi...what have you unleashed on this world?"

Malachi smiled a cocksure grin and took out a lightning bolt.

The war for Spirit Forest had begun.


	2. Chapter 2 A Dwarf far from home

_I write a new chapter for my bestest, charming, widdle- yet adeptly annoying-friends. Well, here you go you monsters; this is what you made me do._

_As you may read, the story has change from a real life view to how we LARPer's view the game, with real spells and fighting and such. But this isn't real, for if the TF2 characters really appeared, they'd probably murdered them youngfolk already._

* * *

><p>Chapter Two<p>

The epic battle for Spirit forest had begun as soon as it started pouring rain from the grey sky. The chimes of time, carried by the twin sister Goddesses Erecura and Agrona, began its dull song into the fabric of fate. Fate, being that two different worlds would meet.

There are two parties at war, at war for the mystical lands of Spirit Forest.

The Spirit Alliance; A group vowing to protect it's magic, taking its namesake in its honour. Made up of a rag-tie group of concerned citizens of the Kingdom within the grand forest land of Spirit.

The other side, an equal group, strangers but one they've heard of in fairy tales and fables. They emerged from the bushes of un-forgiveness on behalf on an unknown foe, the lands of Red they told them. They claimed ownership of the sacred forests surrounding their once wonderful Kingdom, now savaged by the savages of war. None knew their real names, as uttering them would bring misery. Instead, the accursed group gave one another code names to define their specific professions.

The low level warriors fighting for territory misunderstood whom they were dealing with however. Although the Alliance had not just one prince but two and several high ranking officials, the shrewd Amazon Mage proved herself to be a mighty opponent. Ten minutes into the battle, the RED consumed most of their potions and received injuries too severe for them anyway. Fifteen minutes in, the RED Allegiance fleed, scattering aimlessly into the dark depths of Spirit forest to escape from their powerful foes.

So hence, our story begins with a Dwarf far from home; Engineer the patent. And a Warrior; Sir Soldier of Whitehall. Both hid foolishly in the ticket of Woe. The Dwarf, holding onto his trusty manual, his only source of wisdom that separated logic from the confusing world outside his peaceful caves. The Warrior cradled his sword for dear life, mumbling obscurities under the rim of his Viking helmet.

"-and confound those maggot Elves! Why can't our Elves do that? Making things explode and fizz around?" he hissed, peeking from the mud wall protecting he and his friend.

The Dwarf waved his long, blonde beard out of the way of his journal, flipping through the now ripping yellow pages, and tracing the spine with this fingers.

"Cause ours haven't read a damn in these magic books given to us." he hissed back, quiet though. He wouldn't dare risk someone hearing them.

Soldier scowled at the annoyed man, "No need to yell."

"I'M YELLING? I-" The intelligent Dwarf stopped himself and took a deep breath, "Carnsarnit Soldier, we're in big trouble. We've been here only here two hours and them opposition already kicked our tail 3 times. Soldier, in all seriousness, we oughta just can it out of here and-"

"I WILL NOT SURRENDER THIS FOREST TO A RAG-TIDE GROUP OF NON-ALLIGENCE SCOUNDRELS AND RUN AWAY!"

Engineer frowned and took another deep breath, "I was gunna suggest we find the others and think of a real plan. Ya know, other than just waving these cheap weapons at them."

Soldier sat down, he was pointing dramatically towards the sky again.

"Oh."

"...You thought I was gunna give up? To them? Nah, my pride won't allow it."

Soldier beamed at his friend, mud covering half his face and slapped him on the shoulder.

"You're a good Dwarf Engie. The bravest I've ever known."

"Like hens teeth, old friend"

During their moment of bonding, Engineers grin grew as quickly as it fell when he heard a noise.

"SHUSH!"

They slid lower in their hiding spot, eyes and ears open in fear.

"It could be that witch." Soldier muttered quietly, his knuckles getting whiter as griped his sword for dear life. The frozen pair huddled under their wet cloaks, daring not to move an inch. As the footsteps grew loader, they heard a voice of a young man.

"Hold it mister." whispered the Dwarf, putting his hand on the Soldiers raising sword, "I know that voice anywhere"

"I'm gunna kill 'em" the voice grew, the splooshing of mud and the snapping of branches grew closer.

Engie stuck his head out to confirm who it was.

"Fucking, fucking... mud."

"Scoot? That you?" he whispered.

Wasn't a man, but a young, thin elf; Scout the magnificent and wonderfully swift and handsome. He wore a purple cape with bright white stars decorating it over his brown tunic and knickerbockers. His once white knee socks were now covered in mud as well as his once clean shoes. The elf lowered his weapons and gave a broad grin.

"Engie? Soldier? Gawd dammit, am I glad to see you two!"

He jumped into the ticket feet first and threw himself next to Soldier as he jammed his long daggers into a nearby tree.

"You know how fricking HUGE this fricking forest is? I was lost for nearly 10 minutes looking for you two. You guys hiding in here?"

"Yes." Engie admitted quietly.

"From those warriors? I swear I think that owl girl is crazy in the head; she makes this ugly face when she lunges at you. I managed ta stab that goblin a couple o' times. But he threw a bomb that sent me flyin- you know they got fricking bombs! No kidding, BOMBS! They're too high skill for us man."

"We are NOT hiding. It just a strategically play to move against the force without backup. We were simply waiting for others to arrive." Defended the Soldier.

"Heh, sure. I'm more scared from the witch actually. She's the power-fullest."

Engineer and Soldier shivered repulsively, they feared the mage as well. They have truly underestimated the whiney Amazon's abilities.

"Friendly like a fire ant she is. I never seen such furious fighten' befor."

"She is the holy definition of woman hysteria from hell. She and her allies must be defeated! So help me King Manos."

"And how! Scoot, do you know where the others are?"

"Well, I was with Spy an' Demoman an' Pyro. Then we found Medic. Medic was in bad shape, so Spy an' I left as Demoman and Pyro stared healing him. I volunteered to go find them and you two, cause of my damn superior skills, an-"

"We will surely not find them in time by nightfall! Engie, you're a Dwarf! Build something and quick."

"I can't."

"WHAT DO YOU MEAN YOU CAN'T? DO YOU NEED A PEP TALK? YOU ARE THE BEST DWARF FROM THIS SIDE OF RAVEN RIVER! YOU CAN DO IT!"

"I'M NOT QUESTIONING MY ABILITIES! I just ran outta energy while updoing yours and Heavy's weapons."

Soldier stared at him quietly. His face blank in thought.

"Err, like... when Demoman and his magic blue round shield. He needs to wait till it charges up so he can charge at ya again. It's the same with buildin' and giving powerful hits an- I know it sounds a mite strange but it's in the book."

"Oh, right"

"Well... Then, how many health potions do we have?"

Scout peaked in their group bag, "Umm... three."

"We will need Demoma- I mean Wizard McGroot and the Pyro to make more. Then we need to re-group and think of something, an epic plan of epic proportions."

"Good idea, we'll all go an' find the lost. Me and Scoot will head north. You head towards the river. We'll meet back at Base alright?"

"As in what base?"

"The muther-hugly tree near the west creek bank."

Soldier stood straight and saluted.

"AFFIRMITIVE SIR!"

"Sounds good ta me." agreed the Scout, grabbing his rusty daggers.

Our heroes separated a second time, the grand warrior Soldier the first heading east, and the Dwarf and Elf thief heading west, unknowingly. The rain had stopped for now, yet the air felt heavy and damp, almost vile. Engie thought, pulling his large sack and several cloaks around him, how thick the air was.

_Must be gasses and pollutints from the swamp nearby_

Engineer stopped a moment to get things in order, re-arranging his things and watching Scout as he passed was oddly quiet for a change, simply walking, kicking mud of his shoes and picking thorns out of his long fingers. He scratched at his ears, he looked cold and slightly defeated. The Dwarf knew he'll never admit it of course, but that was what he liked most about the young creature. He never gave up a fight, ever. Even when things are most bleak and he feels like giving up, Scout would never back down from a fight. Engineer placed his handy manual back into his tunic pocket and faced down towards the winding forest trail, following the young elf through the thin fog. Engineer pulled down his cap.

"I'll surely be glad when this is all over." Engineer said to break the silence, "You know Soldier wants to build a castle in honour of King Manos after we defeat the Alliance?"

"Really? Damn, that sounds really stupid man."

"I know it's a silly idea, it will cost at least 14 dung-gen crawls to fund it. He's been hintin' that I come with him. I don't about it, I just want to get back to the Jade caves to continue my secret life's work."

"Huh... yeah"

"On the other hand, I don't know how far Soldier would go without help. Soldier's horses are runnin' but nobodies steering 'em. Man gets an idea, it's impossible to talk 'im outta it."

Scout fell back into silence. Engineer peered towards the young man.

"What about you? After we get the forest back, you gunna stay with Solly?"

"Me? Nah...nothing...nothing too impressive. I'm just gunna go try finding my long lost twin brother."

Engineer was shocked, he placed a kind hand on the youngsters shoulder. The elf was freezing cold.

"Scoot, I didn't know you were tryin' ta find your family."

"Yeah, well... not something I wanna talk about. Haven't seen 'im in years...I bet he's all evil now or dead or something*." Scout responded, shrugging slightly.

"Don't say that, I bet he he's settled down with a nice mam and already produced a litter of little hooligens for you to cause a ruckus with."

Scout finally broke his pout and grinned.

"Aw, you're just sayin' that."

Just then, a large red, hot fireball sailed through the air. Whistling in-between the pair, missing Scout and Engie by inches as they dodged to the side. On the muddy forest floor, Scout instantly reached for his daggers which Engineer instantly stopped.

"Hold on."

Crouching and crawling, Engineer peered from behind a large oak. Engineer and Scout watched from a distance, a battle in the clearing. It was two of their allies, Heavy, a massive giant and another of Elf kin, the Sniper. Two of the Spirit Alliance were present also, the goblin and a tiny female elf, whom he reconized as Ivy, a trader.

"I KEEL YOU FOR THAT!" Heavy roared as the goblin tried to blind him with a smoke bomb.

"'Eavy! Your left-" Sniper warned, prancing out the way from an arrow. The sharp stick made from willow and volcano rock missed Sniper, but hit the Heavy. With no damage however, as the arrow simply desecrated into the stone flesh of the giant.

"It's the Heavy! And Sniper! Let's get them!"

"Scoot, no!"

This time, trying to stop a teammate by grabbing their cape failed as he missed the flimsy fabric by centimetres. Ignoring his friend, Scout leaped right into the heat of battle, sending a single punch into the swamp creature followed by a fast swipe of his blade.

"HIT him won't you?" the thin forest elf snapped at the hideous goblin as he sunk back in pain.

"I'm trying to! He keeps dodging!"

"HA! Jerk."

Scout spun a shift kick into the Goblin, causing him to clutch his stomach and fall to the ground with a angry hiss. Heavy roared in laughter, slamming his large club into the trees, allowing the dead limbs and debris to cover the fallen creature. On the other side of the clearing, Ivy and Sniper were fruitlessly throwing hits at one another; Ivy with her vine darts, and Sniper trying to stab her with one of his arrows, trying to get far away enough to use them properly. Although he wasn't giving any hits, he was doing well as to avoid receiving them. From afar, Engineer considered that for once, they were winning and working like a team like they always wanted to. This battle couldn't get any better. And for a brief moment, he even thought he saw the Mage. It would be horrendous if she-Wait there she was. The dreaded, dreadlocked mage Medusa. She stood at the sidelines, hunched over and hiding behind her totem. Of course, the witch would be joined with the most mother-hugly beast from the depths of the Inferno. A massive Wolf/Bear creature with spikes decorating her head like a crown stood vicious, not doing anything, but roaring and swiping at anyone if they got too close, protecting her human from harm.

Surges of crystalline energy collected in the Amazon's fingers, forming a ball in her hands, as she muttered words under her breath. Her now pure white mad eyes darting side to side, sweat and rain dripping down her face. Engineer didn't know much about spell casting, but he reckoned that he had to prevent her from finishing those words and fast before she set it upon his teammates.

Tossing his bag to the ground, he removed his hammer from the mess of papers, books, materials and unsheathed it from its casing. He held it awkwardly in his gloved hand before switching to his other, he was not used to holding a long instrument. He wished bitterly that he chosen his trusty metal gear straightener instead, but that was at base. With boldness and strength, he charged towards Ivy, slamming her to the ground. Sniper glanced down in surprise.

"Sniper, HER." He pointed to the other side, towards the monster and her mage.

"Oooh, right."

"I-"

Before Engineer could discuss tactics, Ivy suddenly leaped onto his back and stabbed a dart straight into the grove between the carotid arteries. Engineer yelled out towards the sky, using his adrenaline to grab her green cloak and throwing her off his back to the side. He could feel warm blood trickle down between the short space of bare skin and absorb into his tunic. He couldn't determine how bad the damage was. He could still breathe, perhaps the dart wasn't long enough to penetrate his throat. Sniper took over again, this time resorting to try to pin the forest elf down like she was a giant feral cat. Engineer's mind raced, holding onto the bleeding wound on his neck with one hand, he thought and he thought fast. A hard blow to the head could cause the Bear-Wolf beast to stun, but for only about 5 seconds. Engineer grunted, it would have to be enough. With his leftover energy, he could easy go straight for the mage and stun or at least distract her. He couldn't estimate how long she would be out for, but it would have to be enough to cancel out her spell.

He sprinted towards the wolf-bear, avoiding a claw-like swipe and punching the beast out with one blow on her massive snout. She went out cold, leaving the mage vulnerable. Although defenceless, her dark skin glowed with a strange, unworldly white hue, her eyes pure white decorated by thin strands of blood red veins. She simply glared at him, baring teeth, her eyes darting in-between him and her fallen totem, pressing her hands still glowing with that ball of energy. Engie had no time to think he lunged once more. With a sudden shout she spun away, almost slipping in the mud, but dodged his attack nonetheless. Engineer fell headfirst straight into the mud. Spitting out something gooey, look up horrified. He was out of ideas and had no energy left. She, however, still had that sphere of strange power forming within her hands, strangely larger than before. With a wild scream, she released the round orb, straight towards the short dwarf's chest. Bracing himself for impact, Engineer shut his eyes and winced.

However, nothing happened.

Opening his eyes, he gaped at the bright orb, floating in the air like fizzing balloon, still growing in size. It hovered in-between the both of them, making a strange buzzing noise. Much like a bee in a jar. Engineer peered at it, it was no spell he's ever read. Medusa looked just as confused, standing with shaking knees, her mouth agape. They both stood there, like time had stopped for the both of them, or at least slowed down to an annoying crawl. Engineer noticed something behind the Mage, shadows peaking from behind the thick trees.

_Solid shadows?_ thought the Dwarf.

Suddenly, the white orb exploded.

The force repealed the pair, the Engineer thrown into the mud, the Mage right into a tree. The blast was felt yards away, causing everyone fighting to stop, lose footing and to fall down. All but the Heavy, who stood in puzzlement, unaffected. For a moment, everyone continued to lay where they fell, almost enjoying the break from battle. Until the Heavy lumbered over to the Scout and lifted him up with one arm. Sniper released Ivy and threw her off his chest, muttering about "using her as a shield." Ignoring the goblin and stepping over him, Scout wandered towards Engineer, whose body was resting.

"Let's call it Engie. We're as close to a win anyway." panted Scout, he smeared mud off his hands on the front of his cape.

No response.

"Engy?"

Scout stared at Medusa, she was sitting under the tree, holding her head. Her eyes back to their original colour of brown, her skin returned back to its normal hue. Blinking, she stared at the husk laying under the elf's feet, her face growing more and more mortified. Scout fell at the dwarfs side, the body almost contorted, his face and mouth full of mud and a dark red liquid. Scout slapped the sides of his friend's face.

"Wake up" he ordered.

"Uh no." muttered the Sniper, he stood over them.

Engineer was dead.

*Why not both?


End file.
